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Chapter | 


Author's Notes: 
Many thanks must go to Hector and the conversations our muses get into. More thanks must go to Hector 
for providing the information that in the early 90\'s the band went on a break. Somewhere in all that 


information, this bunny was born 


When it's late at night, and he's the only one up, the pressure rushes in. It's all over him, like he's being 


shoved under depths and depths of water so blue that it's really black. 
He can't sleep. He doesn't want to eat. 


Everything presses on him and he can't even bring himself to feel anymore. Dot worries about him, but Jon 


just brushes her off. She doesn't get it, and she never will. 


Somewhere along the way, when he was becoming Jon Bon Jovi, instead of just Jon, he lost it all. Richie and him 
had attempted a miserable excuse of a relationship. If they weren't fighting, they were fucking, and often the 
fucking led to fighting and all in all it became a vicious circle that Richie couldn't deal with anymore. Jon had 


been scared to be himself in front of the guitarist. 


David couldn't stand having to hear the yelling, seeing Richie get so enraged that he couldn't speak. David never 
liked when anyone fought, especially not his friends. He would go quiet, unwilling to speak to Jon for fear of 
setting off a whole new argument. Of course, that would start a whole new argument in itself, just not with 
David. Tico would leap to David's defense, because Tico needed someone to protect and David had that right 
amount of naivety and childlike quality that needed to be protected. Tico would end up yelling at Jon and Jon 
would yell back and David would quietly walk out, unbeknownst to the two men 


Alec was different. Alec never heard him through the haze of drugs, but he always tried to make Jon hear 
him. He'd talk and talk and talk and tell him how he did drugs to escape, to have time where he didn't have to 
be Alec John Such, and did Jon ever get to get away from being Jon Bon Jovi? Of course not. He WAS Jon Bon 
Jovi all the time, after all. Alec had told him before he went home that Jon would never stop being Jon Bon 
Jovi, and they had lost the Jon they knew somewhere along the way. 


Sometimes, Jon hates being Jon Bon Jovi. Sometimes, it's hard to remember how he was when he was just Jon. 


The pressure grows as he watches the sun slip up over the horizon, like it's trying to hide from him. It sits in 
his chest, his breathing still the same. There's an odd compulsion to blink rapidly, stinging his eyes as he 


follows the urge. It's an even odder feeling to feel tears sliding down his face. 


He doesn't wipe them as he sits out on his porch, the sun slowly clawing its way up the sky as the pressure 
grows until he's sitting on his steps, trying not to sob and feel like he's clawing his own way up. 


Getting up, he slowly walks inside, shutting the door against the blues of the night fading into orange and pink 
and swirling to create purple. The house is still dark, enough light to where he can see as he goes and crawls 


into his empty bed. Dot went to her mother's after their last argument, leaving him in his house. 


Alone. 


The pressure eases slowly, tears sliding down faster as he stares at the ceiling, the house's silence a comfort 
as opposed to being stifling. A sob creeps its way up, wracking his body as he finally gives in, the pressure 
from his chest disappearing faster than it had layered itself upon him. 


His hair flops into his eyes. He doesn't move it as a thought crosses his mind. It settles in the forefront of his 
thoughts, the tears slowing and the pressure mercifully staying away. 


They had left because of Jon Bon Jovi. Maybe Jon could get them back. 


